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ontest inners 

I stopped to pet the black mass that was purring at my feet, 
its yellow-green eyes staring up at me, wondering how it 
was that black cats could be seen as being evil. It turns out 
it's not the cats you need to be scared of, it's what follows 

them that you should fear. 

When I was four, my father was convicted of murdering and 
cannibalizing my mother, and he's been institutionalized 
ever since. My grandfather recently found me leaning over 
my grandmother's fresh corpse, and I don't think he's going 
to take the blame for me like my dad did. 


A creature on the plane's wing is probably the least of my 
worries. Those falling parts, though, are another story. 
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I asked my mommy why she was crying while she walked by 
my box. But it was okay; everyone was giving me pretty 
flowers just for staying in the bathtub too long. 

Evan Byrd 


It was half a sawbuck past midnight and I felt a shiver down 
my spine, as the hauntingly cold air trickled its way down my 
torso and shook me from head to toe. I left the window in 
my bedroom open, forgot to turn off the air conditioner, 
and the temperature went down to 42 degrees Fahrenheit 
that night. 

Jenna Miller 


The deranged killer loved to capture his victims and laugh in 
their faces. Of course, they were too dead to notice that 
they had been removed. 

Justin Brown 


I had a fight with my best friend today. I tried telling him the 
pills wouldn’t make me go away. 

Evan Byrd 


The townspeople warn against disturbing me: the most 
sinister, malevolent ghost in the graveyard. It’s for the best to 
let them keep believing that. 

S.C. Moore 
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I used to have a super paranoid feeling that something else 
could be in my home. Now that feeling's come back, and I 
still can't tell where I heard "good night" from. 

Trevor Sheehan 

Three men walk into a bar. Two of them died happily, but 
the third is still there watching the game. 

Evan Byrd 

The police follow me through the streets and scream hands 
up; I have nothing but coins in my hand.Yet, suddenly there 
are 7 bullets that fire towards me and I am dead. 

Rachel Potula 

I enjoy going back to look. The drop happened so fast I 
didn’t get to appreciate the view. 

Evan Byrd 


"Did you look at the C&E readings? It’s 70 pages.” 
True Vy Ho 


The townspeople warn against disturbing me: the most 
sinister, malevolent ghost in the graveyard. It’s for the best to 
let them keep believing that. 

S.C. Moore 


In the void there are two green eyes, staring and unblinking. 
And then the void yowls: she's loud and wants breakfast. 


Lex Besecker 

























"Come play with me” the childlike voice crooned. Slowly I 
walked out of the empty room, my eyes never leaving the 
porcelain doll that rested on a rocking chair that was slowly 
rocking back and forth. 

Sabrina Iraggi 


"I miss you" Maggie wrote on her sister's old whiteboard as 
she sorted through her late sibling's belongings, helping her 
parents as they prepared for moving day. After leaving to 
retrieve some boxes from downstairs, she noticed upon 
return to her sister's room that another message had since 
appeared on the whiteboard: "I miss you too." 

Haley Friedman 


I don't think I like hide and seek anymore. I know jet engines 
are loud, but the crew still hasn't heard me yet, and it's 
getting cold near the landing gear. 

Trevor Sheehan 

After I died, I had asked God why he was making me wear 
a white sheet over my head. He told me that the sheet is 
better than chains, that it is more restrictive than shackles 
and blocks out his light until he is ready to pull it off. 

Logan Austin Grasso 


I watched the streetlamp pull itself apart into a streetlamp 
and a man as tall and thin as it was. He, with fluttering 
fingers long as my arm and nails sharper than teeth, cocked 
his head seeing me small in the light, and behind me, the 
fireplace gaped open. 

Caitlyn "Cat" Snell 






















Crying in the shower had done me some good but looking 
at myself in the mirror, I noticed something was odd. My 
reflection looked normal enough but I don’t remember 
being able to cry blood or the large bloody gash that went 
across my throat. 

Sabrina Iraggi 

Late for an appointment, I stumbled into Calkins Hall, 
searching frantically for my professor’s office; to my horror, 
while the offices and classrooms bore numbers and, 
sometimes, letters, they were maddeningly arranged 
according to some otherworldly method, the ignorance of 
which is a blessing to the human race, while the labyrinthine 
construction of the quiet halls was of such a confounding 
nature that I began to wonder whether I had stumbled into 
some aeon-old nightmare created by the elder beasts 
lurking below the earth’s surface. Then I discovered the 
staircases, those crazy, dimly-lit, hysterical staircases that 
went up for a quarter of a flight and turned, only to end in a 
locked door leading to a dark room, wherein a half-finished 
painting of a woman’s manic, wide-eyed stare was barely 
visible; here do all attempts at describing the building end, 
for no human language can convey the other horrors of 
Calkins at dusk. 

Isabella A. Colombo 

Hunched over the couch frame, his lifeless body stains the 
cushion with crimson red blood spewing out of the fatal 
puncture wounds. Only the killer knows the gory details of 
the malevolent act they committed, and I’m making sure it 
stays that way. 

Madeline Pressman 

























"Oh, haha, that's so awkward! I've been looking for my pen, 
and this whole time it's been sticking out of Bill's jugular." 
Elizabeth Horishny 

He could feel the forest’s anger like static in the air. It was 
the air before a thunderstorm, heavy with potential, hot and 
sticky with the same, and he knew his fate would be 
measured in seconds and no more. 

Emily Ewing 


One day Tina walked into the kitchen and was startled to 
see her brother, who had passed away two months earlier, 
standing at the counter making a sandwich. "Aren't you 
dead?" Tina stammered, to which her brother simply 
responded "yes" and went back to making his lunch. 

Haley Friedman 


When you deal with nightmares regularly you start to 
understand that you will wake up at the end, so things don't 
elicit as much of a response as they used to. A clown with a 
kitchen knife having gotten into your bedroom is almost a 
completely lackluster cliche, although the pain is new. 
Lenora Rutten 
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I’ve died and gone to the Bad Place. Now all I can do is 
watch YouTube videos of Platonic dialogues with Tom Hanks 
as Socrates. 

Dr. Mary Anne A. Trasciatti, Professor in Rhetoric & Writing 
Fall 2020 C&E Team 


He didn’t really need to be in London that day—it was full of 
plague, after all—but John went into the belly of the beast 
anyway to pick up his coat from the tailor. “1625,” he 
thought smugly as he waited for it to be retreived, “is going 
to be the year that my dramatic ouvre will secure 
everlasting fame for myself & my collaborators, Francis, 

Phil... maybe even Will Shakespeare.” 

Dr. Vimala Pasupathi, HUHC Associate Dean, Professor in English 
C&E Team Spring 2021 

Gripping a flashlight, I picked my way towards the fuse box, 
tripping over the old toys and boxes that the last owners 
had left behind - why the rush? Just as I reached the far 
end of the basement, I heard, from somewhere in the 
darkness behind me, the door creak shut and the lock click 
into place. 

Dr. Christopher Niedt, Professor in Sociology 
Spring 2021 C&E Team 


























Loving, unified, defiant, freshly dead, Frannie and Paul 
steeled themselves to meet whatever horrors awaited them 
in their otherworldly existence. What came took them by 
surprise, took them: emptiness, emptiness, emptiness. 

Dr. Ira Singer, Professor in Philosophy 
Fall 2020 C&E Team 

The morning was bright and I felt everything was alright.... 
Then.the WiFi stopped! 

Dr. Sharon Keller, Professor in Comparative Language & Literature 
Fall 2020 C&E Team 

"Don't put your hand in the cookie jar." 

"Why not?" 

"There's already a hand in there."* 

Dr. Irene Ivanivna Fizer, Professor in English 

The polls had yet to close on the west coast and she had 
been doom-scrolling on the smartphone all evening. 

Around 11 p.m. the low battery message popped up and 
without warning the screen went black and there were no 
chargers to be found. 

Stanley Cherian, Director of Orientation, Associate Director Office of 
Student Leadership + Engagement 

Scorned her mask. She wore one in the ER, though. 

Dr. Lisa Dresner, Professor in Writing Studies and Rhetoric 

I went to the supermarket. 

Again, no toilet paper. 

Dr. Benjamin Rifkin, Dean of Hofstra College of Liberal Arts & Sciences 
*Dr. Fizer acknolwedges that her contribution is three sentences. 



























Instead of writing another story, I’ll just repeat today’s 
headline in Businessweek: "Computer-generated influencers 
are making more money than ever.” 2020 is so scary. 

Dr. Vimala Pasupathi, HUHC Associate Dean, Professor in English 
C&E Team Spring 2021 


The screen was blank, no sort of fuzzy white, like a TV that 
lost its signal. It took a moment, but I remembered I was 
coming out of anesthesia and realized in a flash that this 
was as far as I would get, forever. 

Dr. Warren Frisina, HUHC Dean, Professor in Religion, 

C&E Team Fall 2020 & Spring 2021 



































